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the last day we went to a real still-standing Norman farmhouse (Millichope), with its original round arched doors and windows.
"From Burwarton I went on to my pleasant cousin's, the Francis Bridgemans, close to that beautiful church at Tong, and we spent a day with Francis's kind old father, Lord Bradford, at Weston, and he showed us all the pictures and treasures in the house, and drove us about in his sociable to the ' Temple of Diana' and other points of interest in the park of a very comfortable well-to-do place.
"Next, I visited Lady Margaret Herbert (daughter of my dear Lady Carnarvon) as chatelaine at Teversal manor in Notts, a smoky wind-stricken country, but with Hardwicke and other fine houses to see. The charming aunt of my hostess, Lady Guendolen, was living with her as chaperon, none the worse in body for being a strict vegetarian, and in mind the sunniest of the sunny, delightful to be with,
4 And scarcely is she altered, for the hours Have led her lightly down the vale of life, Dancing and scattering roses, and her face Seems a perpetual daybreak.'l
I was glad to be taken to spend the day at Bestwood, the Duke of St. Alban's modern place, its woods an oasis in the wilderness, and its honours were charmingly done by Lady Sybil Beauclerk and her good-looking brother Bur-ford. In the Duchess's room were a series of albums with all the original drawings for Dickens's works. All the best pictures were burnt in a fire.
"The Ladies Herbert sometimes, but in a far-away sense, remind me of their mother, who was quite the most perfectly brilliant person I have ever known. I have always heard that she was this even as a girl, and that it was a perpetual surprise to her parents, who were very
1 Henry Taylor, " The Eve of the Conquest."